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control of the house, which thenceforth became a den
and refuge of every lawless character along the coast.
All kinds of wild uproar and reckless revelry appalled
the neighbourhood day and night. It was discovered
that an organized band of smugglers, wreckers and
poachers made this house their rendezvous, and that
* Cruel Coppinger' was their captain. In those days,
and in that far-away region, the peaceable inhabitants
were unprotected. There was not a single resident
gentleman of property and weight in the entire dis-
trict. No revenue officer durst exercise vigilance west
of the Tamar; and, to put an end to all such sur-
veillance at once, the head of a gauger was chopped
off by one of Goppinger's gang, on the gunwale of a
boat.

Strange vessels began to appear at regular intervals
on the coast, and signals were flashed from the head-
lands to lead them into the safest creek or cove.
Amongst these vessels, one, a full-rigged schooner,
soon became ominously conspicuous. She was for
long the chief terror of the Cornish Channel. Her
name was The Black Prince. Once, with Coppinger on
board, she led a revenue-cutter into an intricate
channel near the Bull Rock, where, from knowledge
of the bearings, The Black Prince escaped scathless,
while the king's vessel perished with all on board.
In those times, if any landsman became obnoxious to
Coppinger's men, he was seized and carried on board
The Black Prince and obliged to save his life by
enrolling himself in the crew. In 1835 an old man
of the age of ninety-seven, related to Mr. Hawker
that he had been so abducted, and after two years'
service had been ransomed by his friends with a large
sum. cAnd all,' said the old man very simply, 'be-
cause I happened to see one man kill another, and
they thought I would mention it.'

Amid such practices, ill-gotten gold began to flow
and ebb in the hands of Coppinger. At one time heonger any resistance. He had
